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"My family/' she cries, "my family in Paris!
Your nation has let us down!"

We feel that the accusation might be reversed,
but sympathetically refrain from mentioning
Dunkirk or the bridges over the Meuse.

On Saturday, June i5th, the swastika flies from
the Eiffel Tower, and the Daily Mail publishes
the outline of an American scheme for sending a
hundred thousand British children to the United
States. From the top of the Priory Church at
Malvern, Richard and I look at the beautiful
English landscape stretching from Worcester to
Wells. How will this still untouched country
appear when the German bombers have visited
it? I ask myself silently, as Walter de la'Mare's
too poignant line echoes through my mind:

"Look thy last on all things lovely .   .   .  "

"We take Richard to the afternoon cinema;
we have left the gas-masks necessary for admis-
sion at our hotel, but get in by deceitfully pur-
chasing containers and stuffing them with paper.
After we have watched a long escapist film
displaying the antics of the Marx Brothers, a
picture showing the London docks concludes
the programme. I can hardly bear to watch it,
wondering what the next phase of the war will
do to those crowded acres of active humanity
and essential stores. That night the local evening
paper, though full of sinister information,, denies